Kabul bides her time. One day, so runs the talk
of the bazaar, a conqueror will come of the seed
of Baber to bring back the glories of the Moguls
and to restore the Thousand Cities of Balkh,
Kabul, the stamping-ground of kings, and all
these mountain nurseries of fighting-men to the
splendour of medieval times. When will he come ?
The Baber Bagh lies to the west of Kabul.
Within it we found formal flower-beds, of
pansies, red and white roses and double mar-
guerites, between strips of well-kept turf. Birds
twittered. A white-robed imam conned a yellow-
leafed Koran. Water rippled from a terrace,
cypresses stood against the turquoise sky, all just
as in the other delightful gardens of the Moguls
that lie like oases scattered across the dust and
drought of India. But we missed the mauso-
leum, which was built for Baber over his last
resting-place. A white-domed mosque it was,
where the roses he loved so well in life twined
over his grave and where imams intoned the
ninety-nine names of Allah. The tomb has
vanished, crumbled, and decayed in the turmoil
of the centuries, so that only a plain white head-
stone remains with the names and attributes of
him who founded an illustrious line of kings.
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